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Author's Notes: 
Actually I've written this story 3 years ago. But | still like it and so | overworked it and thought | could try and 
upolad it here. 


The show is over. 


Exhausted sweating and heavily breathing but with a happy grin all over their faces the band stumbles back 


into their dressing room. 


After having changed clothes and taken a shower everyone will enjoy the pleasure of a drink or two, a little 


party and some fun with the sharp-dressed girls who are already waiting in front of the door. 
Great fun for everybody - except me.. 


"Now Eddie, back to the coffin with you!" 


| hate it! The same procedure as every evening. Just when it gets really interesting | am caged in this wooden 
box and locked up. No chance to escape and to take part in the party. Hey, I'm also a member of the band 


Okay, | don't play any instrument and you surely don't want to hear me sing, but without me Maiden's stage 


set would be rather boring and their album covers would look very empty. 


| have to do the work - reeling over the stage, waving my hands and making stupid efforts to scare Bruce - 


but | don't get any reward for it. 


Don't you hear me? Also the Undead want to live! Just because I'm not as alive as you, you don't have to 
discriminate me and imprison me in this ridiculous coffin after | have contributed my part of the show! l'm 


getting really pissed! 
With a nasty grin Nicko closes the lid. As always darkness surrounds me. 


Now they'll go and get drunk, get some girls laid and have lots of fun, although they'll wake up with a terrible 


headache next morning! | want that too! (OF course, not the hangover). 


As | hear Nicko leaving the room | turn round in my narrow prison to get into a more comfortable position. | 
think I'll try to get some sleep, it's a long time until next night. 


But hey, what's that? The lid isn't closed properly. It opens with a loud creak as | push against the wooden 
surface! sit up and look around, enjoying the newly won freedom. Yeah, never leave out old Eddie, or he will 


come and take what he deserves! 


| just stand up and get ready to leave the damned box as | hear footsteps outside on the corridor, which are 
approaching rapidly. Quickly | get back into the coffin and close the lid behind me. Nobody should know that l'm 


not a prisoner (I'm a free manl) anymore that soon. Its better to wait until they are neatly drunk. 


A small gap allows me to peek out between the lid and the coffin's sidewall and I'm able to recognize the 
person who now enters the room: It is Steve, still wearing his stage Spandex pants and a white towel wrapped 
around his neck. He slowly sits down on a piece of rock (actually made of plastic and part of the stage 
decoration) and looks towards the door. He seems to wait for someone or something. 


Why isn't he with the others? They have surly already started the party. Strange 


A few moments later it knocks at the door and Bruce enters. He actually HAS showered. In fact his hair is still 


dripping wet and he wears nothing more than a towel wrapped loosely around his hips. 


There's a strange glance in his brown eyes. His stare is fixed on Steve's figure, he just stands there and looks 
at the bassist as if he was a kind of fata morgana. And Steve just stares back the same way. 


Hey guys, what are you planning there, a competition in hypnotizing? My eyes wander from Steve to Bruce and 


back again and then | can't believe what l'm seeing: 


Steve makes two quick steps forward, puts his arms around Bruce's waist and pulls the smaller man towards 


him, sealing his lips in a passionate kiss! 
What is going on here?! What.. what. are they DOINGI!?? 


| feel rather sick That's too much, even for my undead eyes! | should close the coffin's lid and take my well- 
earned sleep (hopefully without nightmares)! 

But | am unable to stop watching the two men who are still sucking each other's tongue. Steve is holding Bruce 
pressed tight against his own body, his right hand strokes the singer's back. And now it wanders even lower, 
grabbing Bruce's ass! 


Bruce breaks the kiss, his head sinks back and a low moan escapes his throat. Now Steve starts licking and 
biting the singer's neck (does he think he is a vampire?) until the delicate skin there is covered by several 
sharply defined red marks. 


I'd like to take my head off and put it somewhere else where it is unable to witness what happens here. But at 


the same time my curiosity is too strong, so | continue to watch the two lovers. 

Steve lifts his head from Bruce's neck (no, he's not a vampire, at least | see no blood on his lips). A wicked 
smile parts his lips as he removes the towel from the other man's hips with one swift grip. The sight now 
revealed is rather.. interesting.. Hmm, | suspected it to be smaller.. 

In any case, Steve seems to appreciate what he sees. He gets down on his knees and puts his hands on Bruce's 
hips. The singer breathes heavily, his fingers run restless through Steve's tangled dark hair as the other man 


engulfs his erection with greedy lips. 


What have | done wrong that | am forced to witness this?! | always thought blowjobs were the task of 


groupies. 


But now Steve is on his knees and seems highly enjoy to suck his singer off. Can this still be real or just a 


crazy dream? | feel like a stranger in a strange world. 


After a while Bruce is finished. His body squirms and with a breathless scream he spend himself into the 


dark-haired man's mouth. 
Hm, he swallows it without comment. | don't believe that tastes very good.. 


Bruce leans panting against the wall. While he's still trying to recover, Steve already starts to remove his own 


remaining clothes. 


As he pulls down the skin-tight trousers his member jerks freely into the cool air. In comparison to Bruce's 


its longer but more slender (I like Bruce's better - but | don't think that anybody ask me about my opinion on 
this topic). 


The two men don't care about my comments. Bruce has recovered soon, his erection is stiff and ready again. 
He smiles at Steve, his fingers stroke lightly across the bassist's muscular chest, then wandering slowly 
deeper. As they reach Steve's cock and start to pump the throbbing shaft, the bassist isn't able to stand on 


his feet anymore (what a loser!) 


With a hard gasp he sinks backwards on the floor, pulling Bruce with him. 
Leaning over the taller man's strong figure the singer covers his lover's face and neck with hot kisses. 


While they are still occupied with licking and sucking each other's necks (and again - attack of the vampires!) 
Steve utters with husky voice: 


"Bruce.. | want you. | want you in mel" 


| don't believe my ears. What are they planning now? In fact it remeinds me at the procedure of taking 


someone's temperature - you know, the thermometer up your ass - no pleasant childhood memory.. 

Now, in this situation it's not the thermometer but Bruce's finger. First he wet it with saliva then he slides it 
up the bassist's ass, penetrating him with slow movements. With legs spread Steve lies on his back, eyes 
closed, now and then uttering a soft moan. He seems quite used to this experience. 


"Now! Oh my god, Bruce! Fuck me.. now!" 


Oh oh such dirty words in this situation! Steve my boy, if you mother knew that.. (by the way: if she knew 


what her son is doing right now she would surely die of a sudden heart attack..) 

"Oooh Bruce, do it to me now!" 

My god this sound ridiculous.. Steve, what porn movie do you think you are in? 

"Please! Fuck me!" 

| think this story is actually not for the ears of minors.. 

He exaggerates.. 

"Oh my god Bruce, Bruce.. Bruuucel” 

Finally the singer has obeyed to his lovers pleas and replaces his obviously very skillful fingers with the length 


of his erection Steve screams and arches his body back as Bruce penetrates him and begins to move, first 


slowly but soon increasing his thrusts in speed and force. 


He pounds into his lover's body with merciless power, hands clenched on the other man's broad shoulders. 


Steve has his legs wrapped tightly around Bruce's hips, pulling him closer with each movement. 
"Oh my god! Brucel.. Oh my god, gooooodl!" 


hmm.. | always thought god is this guy with the long beard sitting on a cloud in heaven - there must be a 


misunderstanding. 
"Aaaahhh!" 


The bassist's body squirms, rocking for and back in a final desperate spasm until he sinks back on the floor, 
exhausted and totally spent. Bruce throws his head back, uttering a sudden scream and arches his body back 
until he collapses on his lovers strong frame. A few minutes pass until they start to move again. Bruce 
withdraws from his lover and leans forward, licking up the cum scattered over his partner's stomach and 


abdomen. Steve has his eyes still closed, whispering silly little words, obviously not fully present yet. 


After all Bruce sits up, grabs his towel and secures it round his hips. He stands up and is just about to leave 


the room as Steve finally returns to reality. 

"Hey Bruce, where are you going?" 

"Getting dressed" 

Oh." 

He notices Bruce's "clothing" and nods in agreement as he starts to put on his pants. Hand in hand they are 
leaving the room. Before the door closes behind them, | am able to observe them exchanging a last deep kiss. 
Then I'm alone again. 

With a determined push | open my coffin and sit up. | feel rather sick. 

Stumbling towards the door | consider to go eating something: the best measure against sickness - at least for 
an undead stomach. As | walk through the dark corridor | feel still very very sick. | think my face must look 


even more zombie-like than usually. 


If | have to see another occurrence like that one | would scream like death and run straight to hell (or to the 


hills..). 
Suddenly | stumble over something big, warm and - moving - which lies on the dark corridor's floor. 


"Hello who's there?" 


"What the hell are you.. AAH!" 

Cursing and complaining | crash into the mess of empty bottles, loose clothes and wiggling bodies which is 
scattered across the whole width of the floor. 

Rubbing my aching backside | stand up and regard the scene presented to my horrified eyes: Dave and Adrian- 
both naked and covered with several indefinable liquids - and obviously engaged in very sexual activities. 


"Hey Eddie, you don't look good, are you sick?" 


"No | just like running around at night, discovering that everyone in this band is gay and occupied with shagging 
everybody else!" 


"Hey that's not true! Dave you know it that | never slept with Nicko and.” 

"Shut up!" 

Still I'm staring terrified at the both naked man Dave has his arms wrapped around Adrian's slender hips, 
cradling the smaller man against his chest. Even while he's talking, the blonde guitarist is still occupied to suck 
and lick at his lover's neck and shoulders. 


"Eddie, what's up, why are you already leaving?!" 


| turn round abruptly, run back to my room and slam the door behind me. During my escape | still hear their 


voices. 
"He should have joined us!" 

"Adrian, you're drunk.. or necrophilel” 

"Okay, okay, it was just a suggestion.. just because he's the only one in the band except Nicko which | didnt." 
"Shut up and kiss me!" 


| escape into the dark narrowness of my coffin. As the lid closes behind me it takes me several minutes to 


calm down my rapidly pounding heart and the urge to vomit. 
Bwwwargh! | think now it's clear why I'm not allowed to join the band in their after-show parties. 


And what can | tell you = in fact | really don't want anymorellll 


